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	1. Chapter 1

**281 A.L. **

**Seventeen Years Ago**

Catelyn Stark looked over the Northern countryside and all it held. The snow capped mountains in the distance. The armies of weirwood trees that stretched from coast to coast. The rivers that ran from walls of Winterfell, to disappear in the horizon of the North. It was a beautiful country, and Catelyn loved every inch of it.

But it wasn't her home. Oh how she missed Riverun, the ancestral seat of House Tully. The countryside was not as exquisite as it was in the North, but it was home nonetheless.

Catelyn sighed. It hadn't been easy to leave her home, but she knew she there was no way around it. She was married to Lord Eddard Stark now, and that required leaving her family.

The thought of her husband brought a smile to her face. They had met each other only once before their wedding. That was when Eddard's brother Brandon came to court her at her home in Riverun. Brandon was a good man, but it seemed to her he would rather have hacked a man to pieces, than reason with him. When their engagement was announced Petyr Baelish, her fathers ward declared his undying love for her, and challenged Brandon to a duel for her hand. Brandon feeling he had to defend her honor, accepted. The "duel" was over before one could blink an eye. Brandon cut Petyr with his sword from navel to collarbone. He would have killed him, if it Catelyn hadn't begged for Petyr's life.

Only days before the wedding between Catelyn and her betrothed, the Crown Prince of the Seven Kingdoms, Rhaegar Targaryen took Brandon's sister Lyanna against her will.

Brandon rode to the capital of Kings Landing to demand justice. He wanted Prince Rhaegar to be punished for taking his sister. King Aerys Targaryen, or as he was known behind his back "The Mad King", had Brandon arrested for treason. He ordered the man's father Lord Rickard Stark, to come to Kings Landing to pay his ransom, but when he arrived, took him prisoner as well. To the horror of everyone in the Seven Kingdoms, The Mad King had the Stark patriarch burned alive in the courtroom. His son was strangled to death, as he watched his father die in front of him.

After this occurred, The Mad King called for the heads of Eddard Stark, who was now the Lord of his House and of Robert Baratheon, the Lord Paramount of the Stormlands and Lyanna Stark's betrothed. Both men had been fostered by Jon Arryn, Lord of The Vale, and when King Aerys had demanded both of them, Jon Arryn had refused. He then took it a step further and called his banner men to march to war against The Mad King. The marriage agreement between the Tully's and Stark's was then reworked, so Catelyn would wed Eddard Stark. At the same time, her younger sister Lysa would marry Jon Arryn, something that horrified her sister when she was told the news. "Cat gets to marry a young handsome Lord, and I'm stuck with an old man?" She had flat out refused to marry Jon, but then her father had a talk with her. "You will marry him. If you do not, you will be expelled from our House. I will no longer recognize you as my daughter. You will no longer bear the surname Tully." That was the end of the discussion. Lysa married Jon Arryn, and Catelyn married Eddard or Ned as the people closest to him called him, cementing an alliance against the Iron Throne that was quickly growing in strength.

Ned Stark. He was the living and breathing definition of a good honorable man. She had never heard another man or woman, speak ill of her husband, and she doubted she ever would. She thanked the Seven every day that they had blessed her with a man like him.

"Lady Stark?" came a voice from her right. Turning, she smiled as her eyes came to rest on Maester Luwin, as he walked up the stairs to the wall. "Maester Luwin. What can I do for you this fine afternoon?" she asked, but added in haste, "Is there something wrong with Robb?" The maester had been a great help the past few months, while helping her care for her newborn child. The Citadel had trained him, and every other member of his order in many things. Including childbirth.

"No my lady" the Maester said speedily, "A raven from Kings Landing just arrived. It carried a scroll, with the seal of House Stark." He said offering said scroll to her. Unbroken, she noticed. Something she had noticed about the North: People usually seemed to mind their own affairs.

"Thank you Maester." She said taking the scroll. Maester Luwin saw her face light up, as her eyes glanced over the lines. "I trust it is good news My Lady?" he said, after a smile broke out on her face. "Very much so Maester." Lady Catelyn said, handing him the scroll to read for himself, "Very much so."

Upon reading the letter, Luwin could understand why she was so happy by the news it brought. The war had been won in favor of Robert Baratheon's forces, and Robert was crowned King.

" -_I look forward to seeing you soon, now that peace has been restored to the realm. Expect my arrival in two months, on the first of September._

_Forever yours,_

_Lord Eddard Stark. Lord of Winterfell. Warden of the North._

"My Lady, that is only two days from now. We don't have much time to prepare." The Maester said as he followed Catelyn down the stairs to the courtyard. "Then you best well get started Maester." She said, "Immediately."

* * *

><p>"Lady Stark!" Master-At-Arms Rodrik Cassel shouted from atop the walls. Since knighthood was tied to the Faith of The Seven, there were few knights in the North. Ser Rodrik was one of the few, and Cat was lucky to have him there with her in Winterfell. "What is it Ser Rodrick?" She called to him from the courtyard.<p>

"Banners in the distance, My Lady. They bear the sigil of House Stark," He called out, as he came down the steps to join her down below, "They should be here shortly."

"Have ten of your men ride out, to escort them to the gates." Catelyn said. Ser Rodrick nodded and moved to carry out her command. The hustle and bustle of the courtyard then had a new sound added to it. The cries of a baby boy.

"Lady Stark. I attempted to calm him down, but he won't cease." The one they called Old Nan said carrying a small bundle of cloth over to Catelyn. "I believe he wants his mother."

Taking the small bundle from the old woman, she looked down to see the face of her son. "Hush now my little wolf, Mother is here." She said softly to the child. Eddard and her had only been allowed one night together, before he marched off to war, and this young boy was the result. She rocked her son back and forth in her arms gently, until his eyes drifted off to sleep. Catelyn smiled. She may not have loved Ned, no matter honorable a man he was, but she already loved her son with all her heart.

"Riders approaching!" someone called out from the wall. The men who served House Stark, quickly moved to open the gates, and not a second too soon, for the courtyard was immediately filled, with the sound of hooves. In they came: Lord Rickard of House Karstark, Lord Jon Umber behind him. Jory Cassel, Rodrick's nephew, brought up the rear behind them. Catelyn had thought the boy to be far to young to see the horrors of war, but he had followed Ned into battle nonetheless.

Then came her husband. The sun shone off his armor, and illuminated him for all to see. His hair that fell down to his shoulders, blew behind him in the wind. Gods he was a marvelous sight.

At his side came Lord Roose Bolton. There was something about him that Catelyn just didn't like. He was courteous enough to her, but everyone knew the Bolton's history. About in the old days they would flay their prisoners living, and she had heard rumors that this practice was still put into effect from time to time.

Behind came a carriage pulled by a pair of horses. Not a supply wagon, but an actual carriage. "_Who would be travelling with Ned that they would need a carriage, and not a horse?" _Cat wondered to herself, but every thought was pushed out of her head, as she ran to embrace her husband, with their child still in her arms. "Its so good to see you." She said wrapping an arm around him, holding him to her. "I've missed you." She said looking up at him. "And I you." He said with a smile that did not reach his eyes. They showed woe and …guilt?

Their brief silence was broken by the cries of their son. "Now who might this young one be?" He said finally noting the small bundle she clutched to her chest. "You have the pleasure of meeting your new heir, Robb Stark." Catelyn said as surprise materialized on Ned's face. "Bu- How- Catelyn if I had kn-." He started to say, but was silenced by his wife. "You had more pressings concerns, I did not want to burden you with this knowledge." A sad smile came to rest on Catelyn's face. Ned had been wrapped in a war, and she didn't want one more issue pressing him in the heat of battle, if she could help it.

Taking his son from her arms, Ned still stood silent, still processing the situation at hand. "If you'd like, we can rename him. I only named him Robb, because I know it is a common name in the North." Catelyn said with worry starting to mount in her voice. Maybe she should've written him and given him the news

"No", he said finally breaking the silence. A smile broke out on his face, " Robb is a fine name. A strong name."

Catelyn beamed at her husband, and started to speak, but was cut off by the sound of the doors on the carriage creaking open. "Ned why is there a carriage traveling with you?" Catelyn asked her husband. Her husband only kept staring at their child intently, as if not hearing her question.

A woman exited from the carriage, with a small bundle of blankets. The cries of an infant rang in the courtyard… and it wasn't her Robb.

"Ned whose baby is that?" Catelyn said alarm creeping into her voice. When he didn't answer, she felt trepidation slink into her very being. "Ne-"

"Cat," Ned turned to her with Robb still in his arms. The guilt had returned to his eyes, and with it remorse, "We need to talk"

* * *

><p>"I've never liked this room. The walls are too thin. The cold seeps in." Ned said trying to ease the tension between himself and his wife to no avail. You could cut through it with a sword.<p>

They had retired to the Lord's bedchamber (now his bedchambers) while the rest of his party went to the Great Hall to celebrate the end of the war. Despite calls for him to join them, Ned declined, knowing his wife would want a explanation.

Turning he saw Catelyn, staring him down with her arms folded. _Gods she's beautiful._ "Catelyn." He started to say but was cut off before he could continue further. "Just be honest with me Ned," she said looking into her husbands eyes, "Is the child yours."

Ned hadn't expected her to be so blunt, and it clearly shown on his face. This was swiftly replaced by a feeling of guilt, which was weighing him down. He couldn't even bear to look her in the eyes.

"Yes"

At first she wasn't sure she heard him right. His words were said so softly, that she wasn't even sure he had uttered them at all. The realization dawned on her. _He betrayed me._ At that moment it felt like everything, she had heard and thought about Eddard Stark, to be a lie. Although she wasn't sure she could fault him. _Everyday he was under threat of death. One wrong move could mean his end. Who am I to judge him for seeking a single night of passion._

Before she could speak, a knock came at the door. "Enter." Ned called out. In came the woman from the carriage, and with her came the subject of her and Ned's conversation. Catelyn finally could see the child up close. His brown eyes took in all around him. His thin hair was as dark as the shadow of night. He was surely a son of House Stark. "Forgive me for interrupting Lord Stark, but I was unsure of where to put him. I could not find the nursery." The woman said as if reluctant to speak. If as if she was afraid of what might happen if she disturbed a Lord. _Poor girl. _

"It's alright Janeen. If you go to the East wing, I'm sure you will find a suitable room for yourself, and him. You may choose any that are available." Ned said. Janeen bowed to him, and then exited the room.

"Is she the mother?" Catelyn asked, giving the girl a scathing look as she left. Ned looked up at her in shock. "She is only the wet-nurse. The mother…is no longer with us." He said.

"Where are you planning on sending him?" Catelyn said relenting in her assault. She couldn't find fault in the events that had led up to this point. It was an open secret that the newly crowned King Robert had several bastards over the Seven Kingdoms. As long as the child stayed out of sight, she could rest easy.

"Send him?" Ned asked confused

"Where are you going to move him? One of my father's banner men has been attempting to sire a son for years now. I feel he would gladly claim him as his own." Catelyn said pressing on. Jonos Bracken wasn't the most sentimental man, but he and his wife, would be good to the child. His wife had bore him only daughters, and the men of his house were beginning to question his masculinity.

"_Promise me Ned"_

"I was intending on keeping him here…at Winterfell." Ned said looking at her with earnestness. "Fo- For how long might I ask?" Catelyn stammered out. Surely not an extended period of time. She didn't want the child and his wet-nurse becoming too comfortable.

"When the sun rises in the west, and sets in the east. When dragons rain hellfire down upon the Seven Kingdoms. When the seas run dry." Ned said simply to his wife. He would never force his own flesh and blood out of his own house. "You can't mean to raise the child here?" Catelyn said as Ned turned his back to her. "He is your son. Not mine! I will take no part in raising him!"

"Then do not. Janeen will provide all the boy needs. You need not involve yourself in his life." It pained Ned to see his wife act like this. He had hoped that she would embrace the child and raise it as her own. But he had known how foolish this sounded. How many women would be happy, to see their husband bring home another woman's child. "I can't do it Ned." Catelyn choked out, the tears beginning to fall from her eyes. He would dare shame her like this? He would keep a sign of his infidelity in the open for all to see? "I won't have it!"

He turned around, and Catelyn was shocked to see the guilt in his eyes, replaced by anger. "You would command me in my own house? I may not have stepped foot inside these walls, since last autumn, but I am still Lord of this House. I am Eddard Stark, Warden of the North, and as long as I draw breath, that child will always have a place in Winterfell!"

This was the first time, that Catelyn had ever seen Ned lose his temper, and she certainly didn't ever want to see it again. "As you wish. "She said giving him a quick curtsey, and began to walk towards the door. "Cat," She heard him say behind her. She turned around, and saw the remorse in his eyes. "Forgive me for that outburst. I had a long journey. But I meant what I said: The boy will stay." She was appeased by his apology, but she could never forgive his choice. Turning around, she pushed open the door to find a red faced Janeen behind it. It was clear that she had caught snippets of their conversation, but at this moment Catelyn couldn't care. "Forgive me my la-." Janeen began. "Move." Catelyn said simply, pushing past the girl.

Behind her, Ned sighed at her behavior. He wished she would just be angry with him, and not Janeen. The poor girl had done nothing to deserve her ire. "What can I help you with Janeen?" "Forgive me, My Lord", Janeen bowing as she entered. If Caitlyn's words had affected her deeply, she did not show, " I have found a room for the baby and myself. I had just put him to sleep, when several of your banner-men, filled the halls with laughter. Could you have a word with them?" _"Seven hells. If it's the Umbers again, I'll have to have a discussion with Greatjon, about keeping his men under control."_

"My Lord, might I ask a question?" Janeen asked as they walked down the hall, to the East Wing. "What might that be?" Janeen wasn't known to dig too deep into situations. She would do what was asked of her normally. Nothing more, nothing less. "I was wondering if you have given some thought as to what to call the child. It seems silly to keep referring to him as the boy, or as him."

Ned had in fact asked himself this question many times. He had come up with many names, but none seemed right.

Except one.

"His name will be Jon."


	2. Chapter 2

Jon stood in silence as he stared down his target. He draw back the bowstring, took a split second to aim, and then let the arrow fly. He grinned as it hit its mark: bull's-eye.  
>"If you're done admiring your handiwork Jon, why don't you let Bran give it a go." His brother Robb said behind him.<br>"Just thought I'd let him see a master at work." Jon said yanking his arrow out of the target. "I would name Hodor a master, before I would name you such." Robb said breaking out in laughter. Jon gave him a short glare, before going to his younger brother Bran. "See what I did there Bran?" he said handing the young boy the bow. Bran shook his head.  
>"I relaxed," Jon said simply, " Nock your arrow, aim, release. The bow will do the rest."<br>Bran nodded. Turning to his face the target, he nocked the arrow he had drawn. He drew back his bowstring, and let the arrow fly. The silence was palpable, as the arrow shot through the air…landing in the woods behind the target.

The quiet in their small part of Winterfell's courtyard was broken by Jon and Robb's laughter at the missed shot. Bran turned and attempted to silence them with a glare, but that only made them laugh even hard. "And which one of you was a marksman at ten?" came a voice from the rafters surrounding the courtyard. All three of them looked, and their merriment died as quickly as it had begun. "Keep on practicing Bran," Ned Stark said to his son, "Don't let it discourage you."

"You're thinking too much into it Bran." Jon said to his younger brother. The only reason he had laughed was because the missed arrow brought him back to when he was Bran's age. He had been just as frustrated with each missed shot. "Just relax." Bran opened his mouth as if to say something, but was silent. Nodding at his older brother, he turned once more towards the target. Letting out a breath he hadn't realized he had been holding in, he drew an arrow from the container behind him and nocked it. He drew back his bowstring, and stared down the target. _Relax. Just relax. _

"WHO SHOT THAT ARROW?!"

The arrow had hit the book Old Nan had been reading on the bench close by them. "Come back here Bran Stark, this instant!" She screamed as Bran started to run. She was one of the few people around Winterfell who could provide discipline for the Stark children, without their fathers taking action against her. Something that Bran knew all to well.

"What are you doing Bran? Men don't run from the field of battle!" Jon called after his younger brother through his laughter, as Old Nan chased after Bran. Even with her age, she could still keep a steady pace going.  
>"Rickon, help me retrieve these arrows." Rob said to the youngest Stark, after he finally got his laughter under control. The boy of five nodded, and enthusiastically went about the task his older brother had given him.<p>

"Thank you Rickon." Jon said smiling down at his brother. They started a little rhythm Rickon would bring Jon the arrows; Jon would put them in the container.  
>Their rotation was interrupted, when Jon felt the heat upon him. The cold surrounding them was all too noticeable which is what confused him. Even when it was summer like this, the cold on a day like this chilled you to the bone. That was one of the drawbacks of living in The North. He eyes traveled around the courtyard. He didn't find the source of the heat, till his eyes came to rest on the rafters. It was a glare, causing the heat.<p>

The glare of a woman.

The hatred that Lady Stark had for Jon was well known. His father had tried many times, to bridge the gap between his wife, and his son to no avail. To her, he would always be what he was. A bastard named Snow.  
>He had been told many men across the Seven Kingdoms had bastards, and no one batted an eye. The reason was he knew, they were not treated, like his father treated him. He could have sent Jon away at anytime, but he chose to raise him as one of his own family. Lady Stark had asked his father repeatedly when he was younger, to get rid of him. "Send him to be cared for by one of your banner men. They will take the child if you so command it." She had said one day when he was seven. That day was the only time he had seen his father angry. "He is my blood!" His father had shouted at his wife. Lady Stark had confronted him in the courtyard, to try to force him to make a decision in front of his people. This had backfired on her. "The only one who can make him leave is him. I will hear no more!". From that day on, the requests to have him moved had ceased, but the glares like the one he was being given now. Those he had to endure for all his life.<p>

"We need to start training Bran more," Robb said forcing Jon's attention away from Lady Stark, "He needs to get better."  
>"Even the greatest archers in the history, have started right where he is now. Give him time. He will improve." Jon said to his brother. Even if Lady Stark didn't wish it, that's what he would be now and always. His brother.<br>"He won't be a boy forever," Robb snapped, to Jon's astoundment, "The time for him to become a man, is fast approaching. He must be ready."  
>"What is wrong? You seem troubled." Jon said. Robb was acting unlike himself. Just moments ago, they had been laughing and making jokes. Now it seemed like someone else was in control of his brother.<br>"Nothing. Don't let it bother you." Robb said starting to walk away. Jon put a hand on his shoulder, and forced him to look at him. "Please tell me. It's bad to keep these kind of things to yourself."  
>Robb sighed. Jon knew him better than most, and right now he hated him for it. "I've started to have dreams in the past months."<br>"Robb, those are all about becoming a man. See when a man likes a woman, h-." Jon started but Robb punched him in the arm silencing him. "Not those types of dreams you ass, "He said with a slight smile, "I've been having dreams of battle."  
>"Battles? Is that all? I have those all the time, its nothing to worry about." Jon said.<br>"But aren't they? These aren't the sorts of dreams a squire would get, after watching a knight at the jousting lists. I've see packs of wolves and prides of lions in the heat of battle. Tearing each other to pieces." Robb said giving his brother a strange look, "There was a three headed dragon flying above the carnage. Almost as if it was waiting for the right moment to strike."

"What do you think all these mean?" Jon said now ensnared by his brother's words.

"There's a war coming Jon. I'm not sure who's going to be fighting it, but it's coming."

**A/N: Sorry for the short chapter. In the future they will be longer**

**In case you haven't picked it up just yet, this will be a Jon Snow fic, but if you think just by watching the show, you'll know whats going to happen: Think Again. The story will follow the show, and the books to some degree, but the events depicted will mostly be of my own invention. I **


	3. Chapter 3

Jon woke to a loud banging noise on the outside of his bedroom door. Yawning he got up from his bed, and started to move towards the door, but paused as he passed his dresser. _Just in case_, he thought as he grabbed his dagger, and pulled open the door. He relaxed as Ser Rodrick appeared on the other side. "What can I do for you this morning Ser Rodrick?" Jon said, straightening his posture. Tired as he maybe, he always been taught by the man before him, to stand tall in the presence of other men.

"Your Lord father sent me. He wants you to get dressed, and get ready to move within the hour." The Master-At-Arms said to the boy who confusion was evident on his face. "For what reason?" Jon said, and suddenly fear shot through him. Had Lady Stark finally convinced his father to send him away?

"Some of our men captured a deserter from the Nights Watch. Your father wants you, and your brothers to attend the execution." Ser Rodrick said. Jon let himself relax, but then a new wave of confusion set on him. "Brother_'s_? Does that mean Bran and Rickon are coming with us?"

Rodrick shook his head. "Only Bran. Lord Stark believes it is time for his son to see these types of thing. If you ask me it's well past due."

"He's only ten!" Jon said, echoing his words from the past day. "Be that as it may, your Father has commanded it. Assemble in the courtyard when you are ready. We leave in a half hour." Ser Rodrick said behind him as he walked down the hall, doubtless to give the same message to Robb.

Shaking his head, Jon closed the door to his chambers. It seemed like everyone around him wanted Bran to become a man besides him. You only get to experience childhood once, and it would be a shame to see Bran not be able to live his.

After he finished preparing himself for the journey, he started to make his way down to the courtyard. As the sound of his footsteps echoed through the halls, a second pair joined them as Robb followed along side him. "You must be quite pleased with yourself." Jon said not even looking at his brother. "What are you on about?" Robb asked. "You wanted Bran to become a man. Seems today you'll get your wish." The cold night air felt strangely soothing to Jon, as they walked into the courtyard. A company of men had already assembled in the midst of it, his father among them. "You think this is what i want? My brother of ten witnessing a man being executed? Believe me when I say this is the last thing I want."

"Jon! Help Bran saddle his horse." His father called from the group of men, halting Jon and Robb's argument before it could come to true fruition. Giving Robb a look that said, they would speak later, Jon walked over to Bran who was on the outskirts of the group of men, struggling to get his saddle on the horse. "Having trouble?" He said causing Bran to look back and glare. "I don't need your help. I can do it myself."

"I can see that." Jon said taking hold of the saddle, and pushing it unto the back of his horse. Bran gave him a slight nod in thanks, as he heaved himself unto the horse. "Did they tell you where we're going?" Jon asked under his breath. Bran nodded. "Ser Rodrick told me about the deserter."

"But do you know what is to be done with him?" Jon said as he led the horse to the column where they would ride with Father. Bran hesitated, and then nodded. "He is to be executed, just like the law says."

Jon nodded to his little brother. "Whatever happens don't look away. Father will know if you do." He patted his little brother on the leg, as if to reassure him everything was going to be all right. After he made sure Bran was ready for their ride, he went to prepare his own horse. Looking around, he grimaced when he saw he would be riding next to Theon Greyjoy, his father's ward from the Iron Islands. "Snow." Theon said in a dismissive sort of way. "Greyjoy." Jon said in an equal tone. His father had told his children growing up, to put aside his bastard status, and just treat Jon as another brother. Theon unfortunately wasn't a Stark. He treated Jon as if he something he would scrape off his boot, like he was above him. He never did this in front of Lord Stark, but Jon's father couldn't always be around his children. "Move out!" His father called out from the head of the party, and off they went, into the cold night air on the back of their horses.

* * *

><p>"I think he may have pissed himself, as your father was cutting of his head!" Theon said to Robb as their group made their way back to Winterfell. The sun had risen now, making its climb in the sky, to illuminate their path. "I could smell it from five yards away."<p>

The execution had taken no more than ten minutes. The man had pleaded for mercy as Jon had expected he would. "If you 'ad seen what I seen mi lord, you wouda run the other way too", he had said through chattering teeth, "Theyre comin. They'll wont stop till were all dead!" He kept repeating how they all needed to run, how they weren't safe here, right up until the moment Jon's father had taken off his head. Then he spoke no more.

"Is death such a funny thing to you Theon?" Lord Stark called from the head of the party. "N-no Lord Stark I onl-"

"Would you say such things if it was Robb, with his head lying on the ground instead?" Jon could hear the anger creeping into his father's voice. After the Greyjoy Rebellion, in which the men of the Iron Islands had tried to secede from the crown, and had failed, Balon Greyjoy, Lord of the Iron Islands, had been forced to give up his son to ensure his cooperation. Theon had come to them as a hostage yes, but Jon's father had raised among his own sons. He had tried to impart the same honor, and respectful attitude on Theon, as he did with the rest of his children. It wasn't his fault Theon didn't listen. "I-I- My Lord- I don't-" Theon stuttered out, before being silenced by a glare from Jon's father. "When we get back to Winterfell, you are to scrub out the latrines. Maybe this will teach you to think before you speak. Until then be silent." Theon bowed his head in submission. Lord Stark might have acted as a second father to him, but he wasn't afraid to dish out pusnishment where it was due. "Well that sure shut him up." Robb said after Theon drifted out of earshot. Jon stayed silent, as if he didn't hear him speak. "So is this how it's going to be? We wont speak till the end of our days," Robb said maneuvering his horse closer to Jon's, " You must admit, that'll get rather difficult. I think of myself as the most interesting man, I've ever met. I couldn't go a d-"

"Do you remember the time we got trapped in the old windmill when we were eleven?" Jon said suddenly startling Robb with the question. "What's that got to do with anything?" He asked. "Do you remember it?" Jon asked again still not looking at Robb. "Aye Father had told us to stay away from. That it wasn't safe for children to be playing in. But we did it anyway."

One of the walls had caved in while they had been in the building. Them being found had been a double-edged sword. Lucky because a farmer had happened by, and heard their cries for help. Unlucky because their father had been furious when he found out. "Do you remember the conversation later that day? Your mother had asked if it had been worth it. We could've been seriously hurt, or even killed when that wall caved in. But you looked her square in the eye, and said, if given the chance you'd do it all over again."

"What's your meaning?" The story had brought a smile to Robb's face, but the confusion clearly showed on his face.. "Bran will never have a childhood if you force him to grow up too quickly. He'll never have memories to look back on and smile. Or one's that'll make him curse himself that he was so stupid. The moments that will define him for the rest of his life, are happening _now_."

Robb made as if to say something, but the words just caught in his throat. It was obvious Jon's words had affected him greatly.

Before either of them could continue speaking, a loud howl sounded off from the trees just off the path. "Form up!" Lord Stark yelled out to them, as his horse shifted nervously beneath him. "Easy girl its o-" He started so say, when a giant grey blur bounded out of the trees. "Theon watch out!" Robb yelled out as the giant wolf ran right towards the young Greyjoy. His horse reared up in fear, as the wolf drew near, vaulting its rider unto the ground. The wolf bared its teeth, as Theon shrieked in terror. "Tom, spear!" Jon yelled out to one of the Stark guardsmen. He yanked the spear out of Tom's hand, and flung it at the beast, not even taking a second to aim. The spear soared through the air, hitting the wolf, and going clear through it. The beast grunted out in pain, and then collapsed unto Theon. "Get this bitch off me!" Theon yelled out, struggling to move under the weight of the dead wolf. "Are you hurt?" Lord Stark asked as he rode up on his horse. "It almost took my arm off." Theon grimaced in pain as the Stark guards shoved the wolf off of him. While his wound didn't look pretty, one look at it told them it wasn't severe. "You will live. We'll have Maester Luwin take a closer look at it when we get back to Winterfell. Until then we'll bind it." Jon's father said turning to look down at the beast that had attacked them. "This is no ordinary wolf. I believe what Jon just killed, was a direwolf."

"I've read direwolves only attack when they feel threatened, yet this one went after us, unprovoked. Something is not right here." Robb said looking towards the trees where the direwolf had emerged. "We will soon find out. Tom, Jacks. Go see what mysteries lay in the trees." Ned ordered his men. His men quickly moved to carry out his comands, moving towards the trees swords at the ready. "Are you alright Theon?" Robb asked going over to his friend, who was sitting up against the fallen direwolf. "It took a chunk out of my arm, but oh no, of course I'm alright." Theon said acerbically. "It could have been much worse. You're lucky Jon acted when he did."

"I could've taken it. The beast just caught me by surprise is all." Theon glared at Robb. The mere suggestion, that he couldn't have taken on the direwolf by him, was an insult to him. " Still, it wouldn't hurt to thank him for the help." Robb said. Theon gave Robb another glare, then he looked at Jon. "Snow, while I could've taken on the wolf by myself, I wanted to say-"

"My Lord!" Tom called from the trees. "What is it Tom?"

"Well. I think you best see it for yourself My Lord."

"Come. Let's see what they found." Lord Stark said to the rest of the party.

"What were you saying just now Theon?" Jon asked as he dismounted his horse. "What? What are you talking about?" Theon said. "Before Tom called out, you looked like you were about to say something."

"I've no idea what you're talking about." Theon said getting up, and started to move towards the trees.

Jon sighed, and then shook his head. "Come on Bran. Lets go see what all the fuss is about" He said to his little brother, moving to join the rest of the men.

* * *

><p>"What did you find?" Jon's father asked Tom. Just in front of them lay a small stream. "My Lord. We found something by the water." Tom said as they walked down to the stream, where Jacks was sitting on the ground. "My Lord." He said and gestured with his head. Asleep in his arms lay a young direwolf pup. Off to the side lay four more. " Just recently born by the looks of it My Lord. They can't be more than a week old." Jacks said quietly not wanting to wake the pup in his arms. "There's been no direwolves south of the Wall in two centuries. Now we see six in a single day?" Jory Cassel said skeptically, and he wasn't the only one. Everyone had come to the same conclusion, that something didn't seem right about this situation. "That's why she must have attacked. She was defending her pups." Lord Stark said.<p>

"Can I hold one of them, Father?" Bran asked moving towards the litter. "They don't belong down here Bran. Best not to get attached." Ser Rodrick said, putting his hand to the hilt of his sword. "I just wa-"

"No Bran. Ser Rodrick is right. They won't last long without their mother to protect them. It's better they have a quick death now." Eddard said, nodding to Rodrick. The knight drew his sword and started to walk towards the small pups. "Please Father don't!" Bran said, his eyes welling up in tears. "Lord Stark", Jon said suddenly causing his father to look at him, "There are five pups. There are five Stark children. The direwolf is a sigil of House Stark." It wasn't often one heard, Jon call his father by his title. He hoped that would listen to his words more carefully. "What are you trying to say?" His father said giving him a look, that told him to choose his next words carefully. " There is one direwolf for each of the Stark children. The Gods meant for you to have them."

Ser Rodrick, had stopped in his tracks to listen to Jon's word. Now he turned to his Lord, to hear his judgment. "I will hear nothing from the kennel masters, of them helping you train them, " Jon's father finally said to Robb, and Bran, " You will feed them yourselves. You will look after them yourselves. If they die, you will bury them yourselves. Am I clear?"

"Yes Father." Robb and Bran said in unison. "Back to Winterfell", Eddard said to the rest of the party, then turned to look at Jacks, "Help Bran, and Robb with the rest of them."

"Yes My Lord."

"Aren't you going to take one for yourself Jon?" Bran asked his brother as he gently picked up one of the pups. "I'm not a Stark," Jon said simply, "Come we don't want to fall behind." He started to walk off towards the trees to join the rest of the group.

A whine behind him made him stop, and caused Robb to look at him. "What is it?" He asked, as Jon started to walk back down to the stream, towards the whining. He found the source of it behind a tree. It was another direwolf pup. It wasn't like its brothers and sister. It was white as snow, with blood red eyes, that could be seen in the dead of night. He picked it up, and cradled it in his arms. "Did they drive you away," Jon asked the pup silently, "Is that you're over here?"

"Another one? Must be the runt of the litter judging by its size," Theon called out as Jon came back to join them, with the direwolf in his arms, "Should I do you a favor and kill it now? He most likely won't live long."

"You won't touch him Greyjoy", Jon said giving Theon an icy stare, "This one's mine."

**A/N: Sorry this took so long to get out. My job has been working me crazy these fast few weeks, so it's been hard to get away, and just get time for me. Also, in response to some of the reviews**

**1. Sorry for the format of the story. I didn't even realize I was doing it until some of you told me.**

**2. This will not be a story where Jon doesn't go to The Wall. I believe the experiences he's had there have made him into the man he is today, and I would never take that away.**

**3. The plot will start to become more and more clear in the coming chapters. I know I keep saying that a lot, but it's just like George always saying Winter Is Coming: It'll happen eventually. I just don't want to rush the story. **

**Be sure to follow the story if you enjoyed, and leave a review!**

**Till next time. **


End file.
